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An Admirable New Northern Story, 


Of two conſtant Lovers as I underſtand) 

Were born ncer to Applehie in Weſtmerland, 

The Lad named Antbonies Conſtance the Laſſe, 

To Sea they went both, and great dangers did pafſe- 
How rhey {affered (hip-wrack on the Coaſt of Spa1/7 
For two years divided and then met again. 

By wonderiuli Fortune and care accident, 

And now both live at home in joy and content 


The tune is» I would thou wert in Shrewſburys 


Wo Lovers in the North, 


Cenftence and Anthony, 
Df them J will ſet fozth 
a gallant Viſtozy, 
Thep lov'd excading well, 
as plainly doth appear, 
But that which J ſhall tell; 
the like pou nere did hear. 
Stil ſhe cryes Anthony, 
my bonny Anthony, 
Gang thou by Sea or Lend, 
Ile wend along with thee, 


Antbony muſt to Sea, 
his calling did him bind, 
Py Conſtance dear quoth he 
J muft leave thee behind, 
Ipꝛethet do not greet, 


, 


thy tears will not pzevail, - 


Ile think on thee my ſweet, 
when the ſhips under ſayle, 
But ill ſhe cryet, &c, 


Vow may that be ſaid he, 

conſider well the caſ 
Nuoth ſhe ſweet Anthony, 

Ile bide not in this place, 
Ik thou gang ſo will J, 

of the means do not doubt, 
A womans pollicy 

great matters may find out, 
My bonny, 8c. 


— 


— 


J would be very glad 
2 but pꝛethee tell me how, 
Ile d2ciſe me like a Lad 
LY what lapſt thou to me now, 
The Sea thou canſt not bꝛok 
ves very well quoth ſhe, 
of 3 le ſcullian to the Cok 
2 foz thy ſweet company. 
ot My bony, &c, 


aſe Anthonies leave the had, 

ov and dzeſt in mans array, 

2. She ſecm'd the blitheſt Lad, 
ſcen on a Summers day, 

K © ſee what love can do | 
at home ſhe will not bide 

With her true love ſhe'l go, 
N let weal oz woe betide. 
3s My deareſt, &c, 


WP In the ſhip twas her lot, 
to be the under Cwk, 
. And at the fire hot 
* wonderfull pains ſhe tog 
She ſerved everp one, 
* fitting to their degree, 
& And now and then alone, 
ſhe kiſſed Anthony. 
27 My bonny Anthony, 
my cony Anthony, 
7 Gang thou by land oc Sea 
$ lie wend along with thee 


J he ſecond Part, To the ſame Tune. 


Lack and weladap, 
by tem peſt on the main, 
Their ſhip was caſt awap, 
upon the coaſt of Spain 
To'th mercy of the waves. 
thep all committed were, 
Co oſtan ce her own ſelf ſaves 
then ſhe cryes fo2 her dear, 
My bonny Anthony, 
my cony Anthony. 
If thou beeft ſunk i'ch Seas, 
I wiſh [were wich thce, 


Swimming uyon a Plank 
at Bilbo ſhe got aſho2e. 
Firf ſhe did heaven thank 
then the lamented ſoꝛe. 
O woe is me {aid ſhe, 
the ſaddeſt Laſſe alive, 
Mp deareſt Anthony 
now on the Sca doth dzive. 
My bony &c, 


What ſhall become of me, 
why do I ffrive fo2 ſhoze, 
Sith my ſweet Anthony, 
J n?ver Hall ſce mote 
Fair Conftance do not grieve 
the ſame god p2ovidence, 
Path ſav d thy Lover ſweet 
but he is far from hence, 
Still, &c. 


A Spaniſh Merchant rich 
ſaw this fair ſeeming Lad 
That did lament ſo much, 
and thus ſo grievous ſad, 
He had in England bin, 
and Engliſh underſtood, 
Me having heard and ſeen 


he in amazement ſtwd, 
Stil, &c, 


The Merchant asked her 
what was that Anthony 
Quoth ſhe my Bꝛother fir, 
who came from hence with me 
Ve did her entertain, 
thinking ſhe was a boy, 
Two years ſhe did remain 


be foꝛe ſhe met her jop 
Still 4 Ic, 


Anthony up was tane, 

by an Cngliſh Runagade, 
With home he did remain 

at the Sta roaving trade, 
I'th nature of a ſlave, 

he did i th Gallp row, 
Thus he his life did ſave, 


but Conftance did not know, 
Still lhe, &c. 


s 


Now mark what came to paile, 


{& how the tates did wok 
A ſhip that her Maſters was 
ſurp213'dthis Engliſh Turk, 
And into Bilbob2ought, 
all that aboard her were, 
Conſtance full little thought, 
Anthony was ſo near, 
Stiliſhe, &c. 


When they were come on ſhoze, 
Anthony and the reſt, 
She who was ſad befoze 
was now with jo? polleſt, 
The merchant much did muſc 
at this ſoſudden change, 
Vc did demand the news 
which unto him was ſtrange, 
Now ſhe has, &c. 


Upon her knees lhe fell, 
unto her maſter kind, 

And all the truth to tell, 
nothing ſhe kept behind, 

At which he did admire, 
and ina Dhipof Spain, 


Not paying fo? their hire 


be ſent them home again, 
Now ſhe, &c. 


The Spanich merchant rich, 
did of s own bounty give 
A ſum of Gold on which 
they now moſt bꝛavelp live, 
And now in Weftmerland 
near unto appleby, 
They was jopn d hand in hand 
Corftance and Anthony. 
They live in mirth a d glee. 
now ſhe ſaies Anthony, 
Good providencel fee, 
hath guarded thee and me, 
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